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SERMON. 


ZECH.     XIV,    7. 

At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light. 

There  is  a  beautiful  fitness  in  likening  human  life  to 
"  a  day."  The  dawning  hours  most  aptly  represent  the 
just  opening  season  of  childhood,  while  everything  above, 
around,  beneath,  is  full  of  freshness,  activity  and  beauty. 
As  the  sun  rises  higher  and  higher,  dispensing  new  and 
increasing  supplies  of  light  and  heat,  we  are  reminded 
of  the  vigor  and  force  which  mark  the  expanding  years 
of  manhood,  and  when  the  bright  sun  passes  from  the 
zenith  on  his  downward  course,  how  forcibly  are  suggested 
the  faltering  steps  of  age,  and  as  his  last  lingering  beams 
sink  beneath  the  western  wave,  the  thoughts  instantly 
turn  to  the  grave  with  its  dark  shadows ;  its  buried  joys  j 
its  crushed  and  bleeding  hopes. 

The  words  of  the  prophet  may  thus,  in  some  sense,  fitly 
apply  to  one  portion  of  the  earthly  pilgrimage.  As  the 
evening  hour  comes  on,  the  shadows  begin  to  fall.  The 
sun  has  left  his  noon-tide  splendor,  and  the  stars  are 
taking  their  places,  one  by  one,  in  the  firmament,  and 
darkness  spreads  its  thick  and  heavy  curtains  noiselessly 
over  the  earth.  So  death  shuts  down  over  all  human 
scenes,  and  it  is  as  when  the  dark  clouds  of  night  exclude 


the  brightness  and  beauty  of  the  day.  No  stars  glimmer 
with  their  cheerful  and  grateful  light;  no  promise  of  the 
day  imparts  hope ;  no  sweet  ray  of  the  morning  tells  of 
the  golden  sun  that  is  rolling  on  to  meet  the  eye  and 
dispel  the  gloom. 

"At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light."  Those  who  have 
studied  with  critical  care  the  sacred  scriptures,  have 
supposed  these  words  to  be  prophetic  of  that  period  of 
the  world's  coming  history,  so  often  hinted  at,  and 
foretold,  in  patriarch  vision,  and  in  the  song  of  the 
Psalmist,  as  well  as  in  the  clearer  revelations  of  a  later 
day,  when  the  sun  of  Righteousness  shall  arise  with 
healing  in  his  wings,  and  when  on  the  moral  darkness 
that  clouds  the  world,  the  light  of  grace  and  salvation 
shall  shine,  so  that  in  the  world's  evening  time,  when 
the    shadows   are  deepening,   there    shall   be   light. 

Thus  one  accomplished  student*  of  the  word  of  God, 
refers  to  the  time  here  foretold  as  "a  period  of  entire 
freedom  from  war,  oppression  and  other  outward  evils, 
which  induce  affliction  and  wretchedness,  interrupt  the 
peace  of  the  church  and  prevent  the  spread  of  truth  and 
righteousness." 

The  same  writer  gives  to  the  whole  passage  the 
following  beautiful   version : 

But  there   shall   be   one   clay, 
It  is  known  to   Jehovah, 
When  it  shall  not  be   day  and  night ; 
For  at  the  time  of  the   evening  there  shall  be   light. 

It  cannot,  I  think,  be  doing  an  unwarranted  injustice, 
to  set  these  words,  for  a  season,  apart  from  their  original 

*  Henderson. 


and  natural  meaning,  and  make  an  application  of  them  to 
another  theme  than  that  to  which  they  were  primarily 
applied. 

The  years  of  declining  age  are  the  evening  time  of  life, 
and  to  the  Christian,  who  has  fled  to  the  Lamb  of  God 
for  salvation,  even  when  the  shadows  are  most  thickly 
descending,  it  is  all  light,  and  blessedness,  and  glory. 
The  aged  believer  has  almost  completed  his  journey ;  his 
sun  is  almost  hid  amid  the  gathering  clouds,  and  the 
grave  opens  its  portals  at  his  feet.  But  though  this  is 
true,  there  is  no  darkness  to  terrify  him :  the  gloom 
which  he  dreaded  is  dispersed,  and  the  evening  shadows 
are  transmuted  into  golden  beams  streaming  from  eternal 
day. 

In  briefly  illustrating  the  thought  thus  simply  suggested, 
I  remark  : 

I.  That  the  most  desolate  hours  of  human  experience  are, 
to  God's  dear  children,  made  luminous  with  hope  and  peace. 
There  is  little  here  which  is  not  more  or  less  deeply 
tinged  with  sadness  and  gloom.  The  brightest  skies  are 
in  a  moment  overcast  with  sullen  clouds,  and  night  never 
is  far  off  from  the  most  resplendent  dawn.  The  smoothest 
seas  are  rarely  long  calm,  before  gales  and  storms  scatter 
the  shore  with  wrecks,  and  people  the  green  depths  with 
the  corpses  of  brave  and  noble  men.  We  are  all  passing 
through  a  vale  of  tears.  The  valley  of  dark  shades 
stretches  far  between  us  and  that  immortal  land  toward 
whose  infinite  shores  all  we,  in  vast  and  swift  procession, 
are  making  our  silent  way.  We  linger  here  a  little  while : 
doing  life's  work ;  fighting  earth's  battles ;  gathering  the 
world's  treasures  like  children  at  their  play,  picking  flowers 
to  be  thrown  away  again — and  then  the  varied  pictures. 


like  "dissolving  views,"  fade,  and  night  settles  down 
over   all. 

To  those  who  have  fixed  their  hope  on  the  everlasting 
rock,  and  whose  faith  is  fast  anchored  to  that  which  is 
within  the  vail,  the  fickle  experiences  of  human  life  are 
simply  the  prelude  of  perfect  and  unalloyed  delight.  The 
mists  hang  thick  and  heavy,  it  is  true,  but  aloft — it  seems 
a  little  way — the  sun  is  shining,  and  all  the  landscape  is 
beautiful  in  the  brightness. 

The  Christian  knows  in  whom  he  has  believed.  He 
never,  for  a  moment,  questions  the  love  that  sits  and 
reigns  above  him,  and  although  clouds  and  darkness  are 
round  about  the  throne,  he  sees  the  bright  light  which  is 
in  the  clouds,  and  knows  how  loving  a  heart  is  beating  for 
him,  and  how  infinite  the  grace  which  will  one  day  gladden 
his  heart  with  all  the  fullness   of  fruition. 

There  are  times,  specially,  when  the  horror  of  a  great 
darkness  settles  down  over  the  soul.  Hopes  which  were 
glowing  and  beautiful  as  the  morning,  are  suddenly  blasted, 
and  the  world  inquire,  with  seeming  commiseration,  of  the 
bereaved  yet  trusting  spirit:  Where  is  now  thy  God? 
The  angel  of  death  comes  near,  and  takes  from  the  arms 
of  its  mother  the  priceless  treasure  in  which  so  many 
hopes  centered ;  so  much  love  found  expression ;  so  many 
tender  ties  were  fast  bound,  and  nothing  saves  that 
overburdened  heart  from  despair  but  the  sweet  peace  that 
a  heavenly  trust  imposes,  and  breathes  over  the  soul.  Or 
the  companion  of  the  heart  is  taken ;  the  joy  of  life ;  the 
support  of  weakness,  or  the  warm  heart  of  ever  clinging 
confidence,  and  all  the  fountains  of  grief  are  opened,  but 
though  passing  through  the  deep  waters  —  and  they  well 
nigh   overflow    the    soul — the   gracious    promise    is    not 


forgotten,  nor  the  sympathizing  heart  of  him  from  whom 
it  sprung:  I  will  never — no  never — NO  never  leave  thee, 
nor  forsake  thee* !  Sharp  and  terrible  is  the  blow  that 
has  thus  smitten,  and  entered  into  the  soul;  but  faith 
binds  the  heart  to  God's  great  loving  heart :  in  the  night 
of  anguish  it  is  found  not  to  be  all  dark,  for  a  heavenly 
brightness  beams  down  from  the  Father's  presence,  and 
in  the  evening  time  of  sorrow  it  is  light. 

It  is  the  joy  of  the  trustful  believer  that  he  can  see 
a  divine  hand  in  every  event  of  life,  and  that  what  time 
he  is  afraid  he  can  trust  in  God.  The  wealth  his  industry 
secured  may  be  swept  from  him  in  a  moment;  the  strong 
and  manly  frame  be  weakened  by  disease;  all  the  best 
hopes  of  life  become  wrecks  bleaching  on  the  desolate 
shores  of  time — and  his  faith  lifts  him  up  to  those  high 
hills  which  outreach  the  dimness  of  these  earthly  vapors 
and  shine  with  all  the  brightness  of  heaven-bathed 
splendor. 

II.  The  fading  hours  of  advanced  age  are  often  made 
peaceful  and  happy,  by  the  comforting  presence  of  Jesus. 
Old  age  has  its  comforts  as  well  as  its  sorrows.  If  it 
be  found  in  the  way  of  righteousness,  the  hoary  head  is 
a  crown  of  glory.  From  the  long  experience  of  genera- 
tions the  old  man  has  a  claim  upon  our  reverence  and 
respect.  The  paths  he  has  trod  runs  far  back  into  the 
past.  Many  who  began  with  him  the  journey  have  dropped 
by  the  way,  and  almost  every  step  he  takes  is  by  the  side 
of  some,  perhaps  nameless,  grave.  He  comes  to  us  as 
the  representative  of  a  former  day.  He  and  a  few  others 
only,  were  strong  enough  to   breast  the  uncertain  waves, 

*  Doddridge  renders  Heb.  xiii,  5,  1.  c.  as  follows  :  I  will  not,  I  will 
not  leave   thee,   I   will  never,   never,    never  forsake   thee  ! 


and  it  is  with  trembling  step  that  they  have  reached  the 
point   they  have. 

They  come  to  us  therefore,  and  they  do  not  ask  too 
much  if  they  demand  the  cordial  tribute  of  youthful  and 
even  of  maturer  veneration. 

But  along  the  path  of  age  many  bright  and  beautiful 
flowers  cluster.  There,  children's  sunny  curls  and  reverend 
white  locks  intertwine;  memories  of  kind  and  Christ-like 
acts  gather ;  mild  and  sweet  words  that  all  love  to  listen 
to,  fall  from  the  lips,  and  gently  the  path  descends  —  a 
bright  and  beautiful  path — that  leads  to  the  home  and 
the  rest  of  God's  happy  family. 

And  yet  age  has  its  sorrows, — not  the  complaints  of 
childhood  that  a  mother's  kind  word  will  dispel  in  a 
moment ;  or  manhood's  stern  griefs  that  will  be  overborne 
by  faithful  and  manly  struggle;  but  the  sorrows  of 
loneliness;  and  of  decaying  forces;  and  of  lingering  and 
yet  fast  fading  hopes.  With  him  the  sun,  and  the  light, 
and  the  moon,  and  the  stars,  are  darkened,  and  the  clouds 
return  after  the  rain.  The  keepers  of  the  house  tremble ; 
the  strong  men  bow  themselves ;  the  grinders  cease 
because  they  are  few,  and  they  that  look  out  of  the 
windows  are  darkened.  Fears  are  in  the  way ;  the  almond 
tree  flourishes ;  the  grasshopper  is  a  burden ;  desire  fails ! 

When  such  points  are  reached,  and  such  experiences  are 
entered  upon,  it  is  evident  that  there  is  little  that  is 
earthly  that  can  afford  sympathy  and  comfort.  The 
streams  from  which  they  have  so  long  sought  to  quench 
their  thirst,  prove  to  be  exhausted  fountains — cisterns — 
broken  cisterns — that  can  hold  no  water.  Even  the 
innocent  and  rational  pleasures  of  life  are  quite  unsatis- 
factory  at   those   stages    of  human    existance    when   life's 
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soberest  realities  have  all  been  thoroughly  tested  by  the 
experience  of  three  score  years  and  ten. 

The  aged  Christian,  trembling  upon  the  brink  of  the 
grave,  and  thoughtfully  looking  down  into  its  silent 
chambers,  knows  that  it  is  not  all  shadow.  There  is  a 
brightness  in  the  tomb  which  others  do  not  see.  The 
film  that  hangs  on  other  eyes  has  been  taken  away  from 
his;  and  as  the  miraculous  vision  opened  to  Elisha's 
servant  the  horses  of  fire,  and  the  chariots  of  fire,  as  a 
defence  to  the  prophet  of  the  Lord,  so  blessed  visions 
of  hope  brighten  the  otherwise  dark  and  desolate  way,  and 
make  life,  even  so  late  on  in  years,  something  to  cherish 
and  be  grateful  for. 

The  presence  of  Jesus  makes  glad  and  joyous  every 
path  however  thorny  and  rough.  Old  age  may  sigh  of 
its  decaying  hopes,  and  sometimes  mourn  over  what  may 
seem  neglect  and  cruel  disrespect,  but  the  Christian's  faith 
points  him  to  a  building  of  God ;  a  house  not  made  with 
hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens.  Looking  backward  upon 
earth  it  may  be  all  dark :  looking  upward  and  forward, 
it  is  all  light. 

III.  The  final  scene  is  often  emptied  of  its  fearfulncss  by 
the  sustaining  sympathy  and  support  of  the  omnipresent 
Redeemer.  It  is  a  fearful  and  solemn  thing  to  die.  It  is 
like  starting  out  alone  upon  an  unknown  voyage.  For  a 
little  while,  neighboring  sails  cheer  with  their  friendly 
presence ;  then  one  by  one  they  are  wafted  on  their 
separate  course,  and  each  pursues  its  way  out  on  the 
unfathomable  tide — alone.  Friends  hover  near  and  tender 
the  last  assurances  of  sympathy,  and  the  latest  offices  of 
affection.  But  there  is  a  point  beyond  which  sympathy 
and    affection   can    extend  no    farther.      Then    the    dying 
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must  go  alone.  Tearful  eyes  look  on  anguish  they  have 
no  power  to  relieve.  The  pulse  beats,  quivers,  stops, 
then  beats  slowly  again,  and  the  fearful  journey  through 
the  dark  valley  is  begun.  Alone  the  dying  hasten  on. 
A  dark  way  with  millions  treading  the  same  desolate 
path  —  yet  each  in  sombre  garments  passing  on  silently, 
alone. 

Alone  —  did  I  say  ?  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  thou 
art  with  me ;    thy  rod  and  thy  staff,   they  comfort  me ! 

The  believer  in  God  need  have  no  fear  to  die.  Nature 
sometimes  shrinks  at  the  thought  of  the  last  conflict  and 
the  victory  of  death;  of  the  final  decisions  and  the  great 
realities  that  belong  to  another  world,  but  the  word  of 
pardon  has  forever  shattered  the  power  and  authority  of 
death.  He  is  a  harmless  conqueror,  and  death  shall  be 
swallowed  up  in  victory. 

Christian  experience  has  most  abundantly  testified  how 
heroic  the  hitherto  self-distrusting  saint  has  become  in 
the  last  hours,  and  the  Apostle  is  ready  to  exclaim :  0, 
death,  where  is  thy  sting !  0,  grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ! 
I  have  fought  a  good  fight,  I  have  finished  my  course,  I 
have  kept  the  faith ;  henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me  a 
crown  of  righteousness  which  the  Lord,  the  righteous 
Judge  shall  give  me  at  that  day ! 

What  exultant  hours  have  those  been  when  the  followers 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  have  put  off  their  armor  and  gone 
up  to  their  crown !  Their  song  has  been  the  battle  hymn 
of  triumph,  and  they  have  heard  the  voice  from  the 
heavens,  saying  unto  them  :  Come  up  hither  !  They  catch 
the  accents  of  that  ravishing  song  which  the  redeemed 
myriads  are  joyfully  chanting   in   the    temple    that  is  not 
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built  with  human  hands.  Their  eyes  arc  unsealed  so 
that,  like  Stephen,  they  can  see  the  heavens  opened,  and 
the  Son  of  man  standing  on  the  right  hand  of  God.  Their 
senses  are  refined  so  that,  like  the  ancient  patriarch  in 
his  midnight  vision,  they  see  the  angels  ascending  and 
descending,  and  far  up  among  the  unutterable  glories, 
the  Lord  standing  and  saying:  Behold  I  am  with  thee 
and  will  keep  thee :    I  will  not  leave  thee ! 

1 '  Death   has   no  terrors  for  the   Christian's   soul ; 
His   sting  's   extracted,    and   his   mighty   dart 
Was   blunted   by  its   task   on  Calvary." 

There  are  thus  no  fears  in  the  hour  of  death  for  him 
who  trusts  in  God.  It  is  a  gala  day,  rather  than  a  time 
of  woe.  Friends  weep,  but  they  can  weep  only  for  them- 
selves. There  is  no  shade  hanging  over  that  pillow. 
The  doubts  that  once  disheartened  and  distressed,  are 
all  scattered,  for  the  morning  dawns,  and  as  one  walks 
towards  the  east  to  meet  the  coming  day,  the  saintly 
child  of  God  walks  trustingly  on — not  as  the  poet  sings 
of  his    departing   hero  — 

"In  the   glory   of  the   sunset, 
In  the   purple  mists   of  evening," 

but  into  the  opening  beauties  of  resplendent  day,  and 
beneath  the  full  orbed  glory  of  the  unsetting  brightness. 
Especially  is  this  view  of  the  Christian's  departure 
applicable  to  the  aged  disciple.  The  pleasures  which 
belong  to  the  present  life  have  lost  the  largest  part  of 
their  sweetness  and  their  attraction.  He  has  outlived 
their  power  to  please.  Fond  and  loving  friends  cluster 
about  his  steps ;  children  of  his  own  bosom,  and  grand- 
children blessing  him  with  their  smiles.     But  as  the  vears 
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creep  over  him,  lie  feels  more  and  more  deeply,  that  the 
wide  universe  contains  but  one  being  who  is  able  to 
support  him,  and  administer  the  consolation  which  he 
needs.  Like  the  pilgrim  who  has  almost  ended  his  journey, 
and  who  sees  but  a  little  way  before  him,  his  home,  the 
way  has  been  well  nigh  passed  over :  the  end  of  the 
road  is  in  view,  and  a  few  steps  more  will  set  him  across 
the  threshold ;  in  the  midst  of  the  long  sighed  for  friends : 
close  by  the  throbbing  hearts  that  are  yet  warm  and  full 
of  affection. 

The  aged  believer  feels  that  little  more  remains  that 
he  can  do  on  earth.  The  decrepitude  of  years  forbids 
that  he  should  engage  in  the  public  service  of  God  in  his 
temple ;  nor  can  he  longer  visit  the  lanes  and  hedges, 
and  invite  the  hungry  and  the  wretched  to  the  feast  of 
redeeming  love.  He  can  only  sit  at  his  fireside,  and 
there  for  Zion  and  for  lost  men,  lift  the  prayer  of  earnest 
and  devout  supplication.  The  shades  of  evening  are 
gathering  about  him,  but  at  the  even-tide  a  Saviour's 
presence  and  a  Saviour's  smile  makes  it  all  light.  The 
world  fades,  and  the  receding  gloom  is  superseded  by  a 
radiance,  brighter  than  the  sun:  brighter  than  the  light 
of  a  thousand  days,  until  the  day  break  and  the  shadows 
flee  away. 

The  thoughts  which  have  already  been  presented  are 
rendered  peculiarly  emphatic  in  the  recent  departure  of 
an  aged  mother,  who  for  many  years  commanded  the 
respect  and  affection  of  this  church  and  people,  by  the 
Christian  consistency  and  faithfulness  of  her  life,  and  the 
beauty  of  a  character  that  was  eminently  serene  and 
peaceful.       Though    dying   amid   the    rich    prairies    of    a 
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distant  State,  and  sleeping  far  removed  from  the  ashes  of 
many  of  her  kindred,  it  is  peculiarly  fitting  that  we  recall 
her  memory  to-day;  treasure  up  in  our  hearts  her  quiet 
and  unassuming  virtues,  and  offer  our  thanksgivings  for  a 
life  which  had  so  little  in  it  which  we  could  condemn : 
which  had  so  much  in  it  which  we  can  heartily  and 
gratefully   approve. 

The  life  of  Mrs.  Thacher,  as  you  all  can  readily  attest 
who  saw  her  daily  walk,  and  were  made  glad  by  her 
devoted  and  consistent  example  for  many  a  year — was  a 
beautiful  exhibition  of  the  power  of  the  Gospel  and  the 
work  of  sovereign  and  infinite  grace.  Although  her 
words  were  few  and  chosen,  her  heart  was  warm  and 
sympathizing,  containing  springs  of  feeling  which  were 
rarely,  if  ever,  opened  to  human  sight.  Above  all,  her 
Christian  character  was  most  evenly  developed  and 
matured,  revealing  in  her  life  the  power  and  beauty  of 
an  overcoming  faith.  Her  piety  was  not  outspoken  and 
vehement,  but  retiring  and  even,  yet  firm.  Not  like  the 
noisy  brook  that  babbles  over  the  stones,  but  like  one  of 
the  streams  of  which  a  classic  author  says  it  is  not 
easy  to  determine  the  direction  of  its  flow,  so  smooth 
and  peaceful  is  its  passage  to  the  sea*. 

The  faith  of  Mrs.  Thacher  bound  her  to  the  promises 
of  G-od.  She  trusted  in  His  word.  With  too  little 
confidence,  perhaps,  in  herself,  and  retiring  almost  to  a 
fault,  she  never  doubted  nor  questioned  the  mercy  or 
the  power  that  is  pledged  to  the  fulfilment  of  all  that 
God  has  engaged  to  do  for  his  people.  Hence  her 
devotion  to  the  closet  and  the  place  of  prayer.     Hence 

*Caes.  Comm.  Bk.  I,  Chap.  XI. 
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her  sacrificing  efforts,  worthy  of  her  hopes  and  her  faith, 
in  meeting  with  a  few  humble  Christian  women  to  pray 
for  Zion,  for  their  children,  and  for  all  the  precious 
interests    which    cluster    about    the    Redeemer's  kingdom. 

Mrs.  Thacher  was  eminently  a  Christian  mother.  She 
felt  in  no  small  degree,  her  responsibility  to  the  children 
whom  God  had  given  her,  and  in  answer  to  her  prayer — 
may  we  not  believe  —  most  of  her  children  have  been 
gathered  in  as  trophies  of  redeeming  grace.  For  many 
years  she  was  a  devoted  member  of  the  Maternal  Asso- 
ciation in  this  place,  and  added  much  by  her  earnest 
fidelity,  to  its  efficiency  and  value.  Thus  to-day  her 
Christian  faithfulness  is  seen  in  the  labors  and  teachings 
of  one  who  is  set  as  a  watchman  upon  the  walls  of 
Zion";f ;  of  another  who  is  a  worthy  companion  of  one  of 
God's  ministering  servants?;  of  others  who  are  filling- 
other  posts  of  labor  and  duty. 

Of  the  last  days  of  Mrs.  Thacher  we  cannot,  of  course, 
speak.  Without  doubt  they  were  cheered  with  the 
Saviour's  presence,  for  his  promise  is  sure :  When  thou 
passest  through  the  waters,  I  will  be  with  thee;  and 
through  the  rivers,  they  shall  not  overflow  thee;  when 
thou  walkest  through  the  fire,  thou  shalt  not  be  burned; 
neither  shall  the  flame  kindle  upon  thee.  For  I  am  the 
Lord,  thy  God,  the  Holy  one  of  Israel,  thy  Saviour ! 

We  have  no  tears  to  shed  when  God  thus  takes  His 
children  home.  It  is  a  victory  of  faith  for  which  we  may 
be  profoundly  grateful,  for  it  is  his  own  chosen  way  of 
raising  his  friends  to  their  promised  life  and  immortality. 

*  Rev.  I.  C.  Thacher,  Pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church  in  Gloucester, 

Mass. 

f  Mrs.  Clara  Dexter,  wife  of  Rev.  George  Denham. 
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The  circle  is  fast  narrowing  here:  shall  we  murmur 
or  weep  because  the  heavenly  household  is  being  fast 
gathered,  and  the  heavenly  welcomes  seem  to  be  growing 
more  frequent,  though  we  cannot,  with  our  dull  ears,  yet 
hear  the  song  of  joy  and  the  sweet  melody  of  thanksgiving. 

Who  shall  paint  the  blessedness  of  those  pure  and 
saintly  communions  ?  Who  shall  tell  the  rapture  as 
Mary*,  so  lately  a  dweller  on  the  celestial  plains,  welcomes 
her  beloved  grandparent,  ransomed  from  her  pains  and 
her  sins,  to  the  sweet  rest  and  worship  of  the  skies ! 
Having  finished  her  course  with  joy,  we  will  rejoice  that 
she  now  wears  the  crown,  and  look  forward  with  faith 
and  patience  to  that  yet  to  be  revealed  triumph,  when  we 
too  shall  be  gathered  in  with  all  that  have  passed  on 
before. 

Mrs.  Thacher  most  deeply  loved  this  church  and  this 
house  of  Godf.  From  this  place  were  her  vows  recorded 
on  high.  Here  were  her  children  given  up  to  God  in  the 
covenant  of  baptismal  consecration ;  around  this  table  she 
loved  to  meet  with  the  friends  of  God — so  many  of  whom 
are  now  with  her  eating  bread  and  drinking  wine  in  the 
kingdom  of  heaven.  Many  of  them  you  readily  recall  to 
mind — I  need  not  name  them  here.  They  are  ours  yet 
in  the  freshness  of  their  memories — the  venerated  mothers 


*Mary  Ludlow  Thacher,  eldest  daughter  of  Rev.  I.  C.  Thacher,  fell 
asleep,  joyful  and  full  of  peace  in  the  hope  of  the  Gospel,  Dec.  10,  1861, 
aged  15  years,  10  months  and  15  days. 

f  Mrs.  Thacher  was  a  devoted  member  of  the  Congregational  Church  in 
South  Dartmouth,  upwards  of  forty-four  years,  making  a  public  profession 
of  her  faith  in  Christ,  October  27,  1816,  and  removing  her  relation  to  the 
Congregational  Church  in  Galena,  Illinois,  Feb.  6,  1861.  She  departed  this 
life  July  6th,  1861,  aged  66  years,  10  months,  and  14  days. 
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who  prayed  around  these  altars,  and  who  offered  from 
their  hearts  many  a  precious  sacrifice. 

Turning  then  from  the  blessed  throng  that  stand  and 
worship  about  the  throne,  let  us  strive  to  attain  to  their 
exalted  faith  and  to  walk  in  the  bright  lustre  of  their 
serene  example.  The  night  is  far  spent;  the  day  is  at 
hand ;  let  us  therefore  cast  off  the  works  of  darkness,  and 
let  us  put  on  the   armor  of  light. 

The  servant  that  faithfully  does  his  Master's  will  shall 
one  day  enter  into  his  presence ;  receive  the  smile  of  his 
gracious  approval,  and  taste  of  his  exceeding  joy. 


